CLEMENCEAU

" Well, they give him something in exchange, don't
they?"

The old capitalist fallacies here uttered in their crudest form
cannot be refuted by mere injunctions to pity and goodwill;
and eveu the magnificent words Liberty, Equality, Fraternity
are no adequate reply. To the successful profiteer and all
who acquiesce in his domination they mean: Liberty of Enter-
prise, Equality of Opportunity, and Fraternity among Ex-
ploiters. Facts and the march of events alone can persuade
Dominique Harl6 and his like to use their ingenuity in serving
their fellow-creatures, and not in profiting by them. And only
collective action, guided by some knowledge of the direction
in which our civilisation is tending, can hasten the march of
events.

It is remarkable how greatly the " novel with a purpose "
has developed during the last twenty years in England and, to
a less extent, in France. The characters are creatures of
their conditions ; and it is these conditions, not the characters,
that do the talking. Some novels to-day are such careful
and withal highly interesting guides to the sociology of
England towards the end of the black Industrial Age that
we cannot wonder if their authors take themselves too seriously
as politicians and reformers. Yet these works show, after all,
the same defect as Les Plus Forts, they have no constructive
theory of life to set against the very well-defined, solid, and still
apparently effective system which thoy criticise. All their
most ironic descriptions, their most penetrating satire are
negative, and, in the end, the utterances of men " wandering
between two worlds, one dead, one powerless to be
born."

Au Fil des Jours is an interesting collection of pieces in which
the author has not made up his mind whether he will write
short stories or articles upon social conditions. There is no
harm in that; some people may even say that M. Clemenceau
has produced a new variety of readable matter; but, curiously
enough, the substame of the story is often so telling that one
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